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One 


The chaotic buzz of the alarm clock pulls Robert out of his comforting dreams. He wishes to snuggle in his 
blanket and go back to sleep. He closes his eyes, but to no avail, for he's fully awake. He rolls to the other side 


and notices that Jimmy's not there. He wonders why Jimmy's up so early. 


After completing his morning chores, Robert ambles out of the bedroom to look for Jimmy. He finds him in 
the living room, gazing out the window at the snow-covered streets. His silhouette is lined by the cold 
whiteness of the winter morning streaming through the window. When Robert sees Jimmy, he realizes the 


whole flat is eerily silent. 

Robert slowly walks up behind Jimmy and pulls him in an embrace, nuzzling his raven hair. Jimmy loves it. 
They murmur exchanges of morning greetings, then the place falls silent again. Robert covers Jimmy's folded 
arms with his own, pulling him closer. He knows something's up. 


"What's the matter, love?" Robert brushes his cheek against Jimmy's, whispering. 


"Nothing." 


Robert gives him some gentle squeezes and words of encouragement, until Jimmy finally opens up. 
"| don't feel like going to work today." 

Robert gives a humorless chuckle. "| never feel like going to work" 

"Why do you go then?" Jimmy asks nonchalantly. 


"So that we have enough food in our stomach." Robert smiles as if he made a joke, although it's completely 


true. 


Robert works as a mere accountant in a business corporation In fact, he came to London for this very reason, 
to fulfill his parents’ wish. He met Jimmy when he was looking for a flat, who became his flatmate. Later, they 


discovered mutual feelings for each other which turned them into more than just flatmates. 


Although Jimmy is the most sought-after session musician in England, and earns better than Robert, the 
latter seldom takes leave in fear of losing his job. Ironically, Robert hates his job more than anything, but he 
sacrifices his frustration for none other than Jimmy. He wants to provide for them as much as he can, so 
that he doesn't have to entirely rely on Jimmy. It's not much, but it is more than enough to keep a roof 
above their heads and have their stomachs full. 


But sometimes Robert wishes he could escape this monotonous lifestyle and become a bohemian free spirit, 
travel to faraway lands with Jimmy's hand in his. Even though his workload is backbreaking, it doesn't keep him 
from dreaming. He can hope because there's always something to look forward to, like at the end of the day, 


he comes home to bestow his endless love and affection on Jimmy. And for that, he feels glad. 
"At least you're doing something interesting, making music" Robert says after a long pause. 
"| don't make music. l'm just told what to play, and | play." Jimmy replies sadly. 


Robert sighs. It's true with him as well. He's told what to do, and he does. There's no room for thinking out of 
the box. 


"I know, babe. | know." Robert nuzzles Jimmy's cheek. 


"Hey," Robert perks up. "What if we went to Wales, y'know? I've always wanted to live there. We could live in a 
cottage. You could play guitar, and | could sing. We could play in small pubs as a duo. We'd go for walks in the 
woods, wouldn't it be amazing? We'd learn how to speak in Welsh, then read stories in the Welsh folklore. We 
could wake up anytime we'd like. In the evening, we could cuddle up beside the fireplace in our cottage and listen 


to records. And we could make love every night.” 


As Robert speaks of his fantasies, Jimmy leans against him, listening to his dreamy voice, the voice he fell in 
love with. 


"And when we'd walk in the woods, | could make flower crowns for you" Robert says, making Jimmy chortle. 
Damn hippie. 


Jimmy turns around, looking into Robert's beautiful baby blue eyes, his gorgeous face surrounded by the halo 
of his golden curls, flopping beneath his earlobes. Its a wonder his boss lets him keep his hair that long. 


Jimmy's lucky in that way. Musicians are supposed to be long-haired. 


Then, reality strikes him again. Even though Jimmy loves Robert's idea, he still feels doubtful. Maybe he's too 


realistic. His melancholic gaze falls downwards. 
‘Its not so easy, Robert. Leaving it all." Jimmy mumbles. 


"Hey," Robert hooks a finger under Jimmy's chin. "We might not be rich, but we'll be happier than ever, 
because we have each other. Don't you think so?" 


"Maybe." Jimmy smiles wistfully. 


Robert realizes Jimmy's amusing doubts, becouse he was once afraid as well. With a loving smile, he pulls 


Jimmy for a hug. He strokes Jimmy's back and hair soothingly. 
"Everything's gonna be fine, Pagey," He whispers into Jimmy's ear. "You'll see." 


"I hope so, honey," Jimmy rakes his fingers through Robert's hair and closes his eyes. "I hope so." 


